100            THE AERIAL AGE
of us was small, and we had to lie "spoon-fashion." When one turned over all had to turn. As we were packed in like Smyrna figs in a box, and as I occupied one edge of the bag, where the coverlid was drawn down over me as tic-lit as a drumhead, it sometimes took me a quarter of an hour to turn over. It was quite an athletic feat, but it had its advantage in that it helped one to warm up. The effort to turn about-face usually started perspiration, though the jacket I wore was so stiff with frost that on first getting into bed it was difficult to bend the arms. We always wore our mittens in bed, at least during the first part of the night, when we were struggling to get our blankets straightened out. These were like pieces of sheet metal to start with; but the heat of our bodies and the persistent bending and breaking of Uiem finally licked them into shape.
Surprising, the power of this body heal, of a vigorous man! In the course of a couple of hours it thawed most of our clothing into we[; compresses,, made the blankets limp and soggy, and even softened parts of the sleeping-hag itself. Something like a hundred minutes after buttoning the flaps down over our heads we found ourselves lying with pools of water under our bodies, while frost still adhered to our trousers. By this time two or three1 of my